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Summary: 


Nemesis (n.) 1) An opponent or rival whom a person cannot best or 
overcome; 2) A person's undoing; 3) Billy Hargrove. 


Or, Steve and Billy compete to get the same job offer. Whoever wins 
becomes the other's boss. 


1. One 


I have a theory. Hating someone feels disturbingly similar to being in love 
with them. 


Steve's desk at work is a prison and Billy Hargrove is his cellmate. 


There's a few more hours to go until the weekend and Steve would 
love to rejoice in that, but Billy wants to play The Staring Game and 
Steve won't lose. There's a secret to winning this game: think of 
something else. There's no rule against letting your eyes go hazy as 
you, as Steve does, think about life before the merger. Before Billy 
showed up in his life. 


A couple years ago, Newby Publishing was it's own publishing house. 

When the recession hit, publishing houses were hit hard. Both 
Newby Publishing House and Hopper Books were on the brink of 
collapse. Three thousand employees would lose their jobs. Sometime 
while all those employees were at home, probably looking for new 
jobs as a backup, Joyce Byers and Jim Hopper struck a deal. They'd 
merge and become co-CEOs of Newby & Hopper. 


The first day Steve walked into work at Newby & Hopper, no longer 
just an employee of Joyce, he felt a little bit like he could start 
breathing again. To this day, he still looks at Indeed for other job 
opportunities, but that's because of his cellmate. 


Steve runs his fingers through his hair. Billy does the same. He sighs 
and hears a mirrored one across from him. They've progressed from 
The Staring Game to The Mirror Game. No longer needing to keep 
his eyes trained on Billy, Steve looks down to his computer and types 
his password in. IH@TEB1LLY. Steve thinks Billy's is probably 
IH@TEST3V3 or ILIV3TOTORTURS. 


Steve's phone rings. He already knows who it is. Carol Perkins. She 
works in copyrights and permissions, but she's also Steve's ex- 
bestfriend's girlfriend. 


"Hi, Steve speaking. How are you?" Billy's eyes roll and he starts to 
type even louder, mouthing what they already know Carol is going to 
say. She's like clockwork. 


"Steve! I need a favor." Carol's voice is a little deeper than she 
actually talks, like she's forgotten she has a boyfriend. Or like she's 
also trying to play sick. "I've got a migraine. I can't look at this 
computer and its keyboard any longer. I cannot even look at the 
mouse. My vision is blurry. I need an extension on the report." 


Steve's a sympathetic person. He doesn't want anyone working when 
their sick, but Carol has a migraine at this time every month. Every 
month she has a migraine and needs an extension. Instead of calling 
her out, though, Steve says, "I understand. When can you get it 
done?" 


"It'll be done Monday afternoon. Thank you so much Steve!" 
Before he can even agree, he hears the click that she's hung up. 


Steve sighs. He doesn't even have to look at Billy to know he's 
shaking his head. 


"Now you're going to have to stay late Monday night. What's 
amazing is that you do this every month, but you never learn," Billy 
says. 


Steve looks up at him. Billy's got a snarl on his face. It makes Steve 
mad that he still looks handsome. Who looks handsome when they're 
snarling? He even pulls off mustard colored shirts. Billy has a never- 
changing sequence of crisp, no wrinkles in sight, dress shirts. White, 
off-white stripe, cream, pale yellow, mustard, baby blue, robin's egg- 
blue, dove-gray, navy, and black. Steve's favorite of the bunch is the 
robin's egg blue. 


They're back to The Staring Game. The ultimate goal with all of the 
games is to make the other smile, laugh, or cry and Billy is already 
one smile ahead of Steve. 


The first time they met, back on the first day Steve walked into the 
new and improved Newby & Hopper, he had smiled at Billy. He had 


used his best smile, wide open and showing teeth. Billy had looked 
Steve up and down, then looked out the window, face blank the 
whole time. 


Love and hate are visceral. Your stomach twists at the thought of that 
person. The heart in your chest beats heavy and bright, nearly visible 
through your flesh and clothes. Your appetite and sleep are shredded. 
Every interaction spikes your blood with a dangerous kind of adrenaline, 
and you're on the brink of fight or flight. Your body is barely under 
control. You're consumed, and it scares you. 


When Steve walks into work, Billy is leaning on Hopper's open 
doorframe and filling the whole space. He's wearing his navy blue 
shirt, the one right before Payday Black. There's a husky, soft laugh 
that makes Steve's palms sweat. He wipes them down on his pants 
and then rushes to sit down at his desk. 


By the time five p.m. rolls around, there's a thunderstorm brewing in 
the sky. Joyce has already left and Hopper is snoozing in his chair. 
Steve can hear him snore. 


Most of the time Steve feels like him and Billy run Newby & Hopper. 
The finance and sales team answer directly to Billy and Steve controls 
the editorial, corporate, and marketing teams. Steve uses Joyce's 
favorite font when he creates his monthly report to her. 


Steve no longer hears snoring, but hears Hopper moving around in 
his office. He comes out and walks by Steve and Billy's desks. Steve 
makes a point to say, "Good night, Chief." Hopper says his 
goodnights, and then Steve and Billy are the last two on the floor. 


Steve looks at his nails. He needs to repaint them. They're currently 
yellow. He's feeling orange next. Billy must be looking at him 
because he sneers, "So, painting your nails tonight? All alone?" 


Steve doesn't skip a beat, says perfectly even, "Yes. Masturbating and 
crying into your pillow tonight, Doctor Billy?" 


Billy smirks. "Yes. Don't call me Doctor." 


Doctor Billy is something Hopper calls him because of how clinical he 
gets when talking about work. When the merger occurred, one-third 
of employees were cut. There's a rumor that Billy was the 
mastermind behind it. Steve believes it. It isn't hard to imagine Billy 
painstakingly going through each employee and deciding who brings 
more to the company. 


They pack up their things and head into the elevator together. When 
the doors open to the garage, frigid cold air hits their cheeks. The 
sound of the storm hitting is loud. 


"Tl give you a ride," Billy grits out. 


"Ugh, no way," Steve responds. "I'd be much happier walking." And 
that's what he does. 


Both love and hate are mirror versions of the same game - and you have 
to win. Why? Your heart and your ego. 


Steve knows its petty, childish and inappropriate, but it doesn't stop 
him from using Billy's one hour lunch to snoop. This is why Steve 
keeps locks on his desk drawers. He sits in Billy's leather chair. 
Boujee. Billy's expensive smelling cologne wafts around. 


Billy's desk has his day planner, blue post-its, a sharp pencil, three 
pens, and a tin of mints. Steve steals a mint. Are there laxatives that 
have the same appearance? 


Steve wants to look in Billy's desk drawers, but there are locks on 
those. His computer is locked too. Steve tries to guess the password, 
but no luck. He takes another look at Billy's desk. There are no 
pictures of family, happy partners, or pets. 


Steve flips open Billy's planner. There are a bunch of symbols in 
pencil on each day. Steve grabs his phone and takes a picture, all 
detective like. 


Suddenly, Steve hears the elevator. Quickly, he runs from Billy's 
table to his own. Billy's chair is still spinning when Billy exits the 
elevator and gets to his desk. Steve tries to look inconspicuous, but 
he's always been the type to wear his emotions and thoughts on his 
sleeve. 


"What the fuck, Harrington?" 


"What, Hargrove? I was trying to see out the window and I bumped 
into your chair. Relax." 


Billy looks at his desk. Nothing should be out of order, but Steve still 
panics. Billy rotates Steve's chair towards him, then leans so close, 
Steve feels his breath as he says, "Now why don't you tell me what 
you were really doing?" 


Steve chooses this moment to initiate The Staring Game. He puts his 
hands on his hips. With Billy this close, Steve can't help but think 
only of Billy. Of his strong jaw and pretty pink mouth. His ocean 
blue eyes and laser stare. Steve can feel Billy assessing him just as 
intently. 


The elevator beeps. Karen Wheeler walks in. She's wearing a blue 
and white striped t-shirt dress that stops before it meets her knees 
and she wants everyone to see. Karen's got the most moisturized legs 
Steve's ever seen. When he looks its more out of appreciation than 
out of attraction, but Karen's here to flirt and hounds in on it. She 
sits on Steve's desk, legs crossed. In the process of hopping on his 
desk, Steve gets a view of white lace under her dress. 


People think Steve is a nice guy so they tell him things. One of the 
things he's heard is that while Karen Wheeler would never physically 
cheat on her husband (who doesn't pay attention to her), she has no 
issue flirting and emotionally cheating. Steve bets Karen has a toy 
collection larger than his. Poor woman. 


"Hey, Steve," she says, all sultry. "Hey, Billy." 


Steve's polite and says hey back. Billy doesn't bother. He never does, 
but that doesn't seem to deter Karen from trying to speak to him. 


Most people take one look at Steve's long hair, painted nails, and 
ambiguous clothing and think he's not into women. He is, but Karen 
Wheeler definitely isn't his type. He doesn't see why she's not Billy's 
though. She's blonde, blue eyed, and beautiful. 


"Are you guys going to the employee paintball game in a couple 
weeks?" Karen asks. 


Billy perks up, but doesn't respond. By the look on his face, no one 
has asked him to go. 


"I'm planning on going," Steve answers. He's looking at Billy when he 
says it. Billy's staring back. Sometimes Steve stares so hard he 
forgets someone else is in the room, even when they are mid- 
conversation. 


Billy saying, "I'm going too," startles Steve out of his trance. 


Karen looks shocked. Steve goes to 99% of employee activities, has 
even instigated 88% of them, and not once has Billy gone to any of 
them. He's sure the same expression Karen has is on his own face. 


"When is it?" Billy asks. 


Steve answers him and tells him where. Watches as he writes it in 
his day planner. He uses the pen with blue ink. Steve has to stop 


gaping. 
"How are you, Karen?" Steve asks, nicely. 


"I'm great, sweetheart. You know it improves my day when I get a 
chance to come up here and see you. If I sat up here all day I would 
get no work done." She puts her hands farther back on Steve's desk 
and shifts her hips, legs spreading minutely. Steve shifts 
uncomfortably. Billy glares. 


"It's a struggle," Billy snarls rudely. "You should be glad you get to 
leave." 


Karen gasps. "You must have a heart of stone." 


Billy shakes his head. He goes back to his computer and starts typing 


like he's bored of the conversation. Steve shifts again and this time 
Karen seems to get the hint. She jumps down gracefully and says, 
"Well, Steve. Billy. It's been a pleasure as always. I'll see you soon." 


"See you, Karen," Steve waves. Billy doesn't even look up from his 
computer. When the elevator closes with Karen sealed in, Billy says, 
"Pathetic." 


Steve makes the Jeopardy! buzzer sound. "Who is Billy Hargrove?" 
"Harrington flirting with married women. Pathetic." 


Steve rolls his eyes. "I was being nice to her. She was flirting with 
you too." 


"You're addicted to making people like you." Billy isn't playing nice. 
It makes Steve feel sick. 


"You're addicted to making people hate you, so what a pair we make 
up here." Steve responds, still feeling the sting from Billy's words. 
He's not sure why it's bothering him so much, but it is and Steve can 
feel his face twisting up into a pout. 


"You should try not giving a fuck. It's liberating. You don't have to 
put up with bullshit and then getting your feelings hurt constantly." 
Billy's expression is tight and cloudy. 


"The one thing I don't give a fuck about? You. I didn't ask for you 
advice. Shove it. I'm not trying to get dragged down to your level." 


"What level are you imagining me dragging you down to, 
Harrington?" Billy's amazing at slowing down his words until it drips 
like honey. He bites his lip. "Horizontal?" 


"Pig. Go to hell." 


"There you go! You can easily tell me that you don't give a fuck about 
me and to go to hell. Do it with other people! Everyone here walks 
all over you. Joyce, Hopper, Carol, Karen. All of them! This isn't 
being taken seriously. This is being taken advantage of. Stop giving 
deadline extensions and start setting boundaries. You bust your ass, 
but only I see that. Everyone else is taking care of themselves." 


Steve reads a lot of self help books. He's trying to work on himself 
and he has enough self-awareness to know that Billy has a point, but 
he doesn't actually want to discuss his faults with Billy Hargrove, so 
he uses one of the phrases he's learned and practiced in his bedroom, 
"I am ending this conversation." 


Billy has to get the last word in. Steve knew he wouldn't actually let 
the conversation end. "And Karen. She thinks your flirting with her." 


Before Steve can stop the trainwreck that is his brain-to-mouth filter, 
he says, "That's what people say about you." Steve feels his cheeks 
burn. 


"Is that what you think we do? Flirt?" His voice has turned velvety 
again. "Shortcake, if we were flirting, you'd know about it." Billy 
lowers his head to meet Steve's eyes. They're dark. Steve feels his 
stomach drop. 


"I'd be traumatized," Steve retorts. He desperately needs this 
conversation to end, but Steve has stooped down to Billy's level of 
pettiness. 


"No, because you'd be thinking about it, lying in bed." 


In high school, Steve had a reputation. Small town Hawkins doesn't 
actually allow someone to explore their individuality and Steve was 
all small town boy mentality. He was viscous when he needed to be. 
He slept around with girls, got into plenty of fights, and hardly 
studied. He knows how to fight, even if he didn't win a lot of the 
fights he got into. So when he feels himself regress and start to 
imagine getting up, kicking Billy's chair to face him, and shoving 
himself into Billy to wrap his hands around his throat and squeeze as 
tight as he can, he isn't actually all that surprised. 


"What are you thinking? Your expression looks filthy." 


"Killing you by strangulation. Bare hands. I think your neck would 
look lovely with my hand print on it." Steve's voice has gone velvet 
too. He knows how to make his voice lower and drag out the words, 
also. Ask 75% of the female population at Hawkins High. 


"Is that your kink?" Billy asks. 


"Only with you." Steve's breathing hard, but Billy's breathing harder. 
Billy opens his mouth, but doesn't say another word. 


2. Two 


Each tick of his watch feels like another tally mark, chipped onto the cell 
wall. 


Ever since Steve tried to snoop at Billy's desk, Billy has started 
locking his planner in his drawers too. Steve's been trying to figure 
out the code he took a picture of by watching Billy when he takes out 
his planner. There was a D, an S, tally marks, dots, Xs, and slash 
marks. This starts The Spying Game. It takes Steve until it is a dove 
gray shirt day before he makes any progress and Billy knows Steve's 
paying extra attention to him. 


Steve tries to lower Billy's guard by starting a new game. The game 
goes like this: look at your opponent (in the eyes for extra points) and 
go, "You're So... [*insert something that allows you to essentially tell 
them you hate them*]." Steve chooses to start it out with, "You're 
So...ah, never mind." 


Billy sits up and grins. "I'm what? Handsome? Intelligent? Good in 
bed?" 


"No, You're So predictable. Inflexible. You wear the same pattern of 
shirts every day." His eyes become slits. Steve knows he hit a nerve. 
"People like you can't succeed. If you ever acted out of character and 
surprised me, I'd die of shock." 


He looks at his desk. "And You're just So flexible?" 


"Very," Steve smirks up at the ceiling. When he looks back at Billy, 
he's staring at Steve under his desk. Steve crosses his ankles and is 
reminded that he took his shoes off. 


Billy looks back up at Steve and reclines in his chair. "Do you think 
your wholesome upbringing made you so flexible, Shortcake? What 
do your parents do again? Why don't you remind me?" 


This game was a bad idea. "We've had this conversation multiple 


times before, Hargrove. You know what they do." 


Billy looks at the ceiling and pretends to be thinking as he mumbles, 
"They farm..." Long, drawn-out pause. "Strawberries! Sky Diamond 
Strawberries. How cute." He swivels his computer screen at Steve to 
show the website to Steve. He has it clicked on the blog page, The 
Sky Diamond Daily. 


Steve cringes. He's embarrassed, but more so feels guilty that he 
hasn't been keeping up with his mother's blog. His mother had been 
a journalist when she met his dad, but quit when she became 
pregnant with Steve and then they started the farm. Now it supplies 
the Hawkins' farmers' market and a grocery chain. People come to 
pick their own strawberries during strawberry season. Steve squints 
at the screen. Today's blog post is about irrigation. Steve suddenly 
craves his mother's strawberry preserves. 


"How did you-?" Steve starts. 


"There's this really nice family picture somewhere. Hold on." Billy 
interrupts. Steve watches him find the picture, but it seems like he 
could have done it without even looking at the screen. Billy is clearly 
enjoying this. His eyes are bright with mirth and his mouth is 
stretched wide in his cocky smile. He's watching Steve closely. 
"Those must be your parents, but who is this little boy?" 


Steve feels redder than a strawberry. Steve's sprawled at his parent's 
feet in stained short overalls, flushed from the sun, his biggest smile 
plastered on his face. Steve looks wild, like he was raised by simple 
hillbillies. It must amuse Billy, a white-collar jackass raised in the 
city. Steve feels a lump form in his throat. Once he looks at his 
parents, he can't stop. He's struck by how young they look. His dad 
isn't stooped over like he was when Steve went home last. His mom's 
hair is the same color as Steve's and there isn't a wrinkle besides her 
laugh lines. 


Billy's gone silent, so Steve looks up suspiciously. Billy doesn't look 
like wants to laugh anymore and starts to slowly turn the screen. 
Steve looks up at the ceiling, trying to drain his stupid tears back into 
his tear ducts. 


Both of their computers chime with a reminder: staff meeting in ten 
minutes. Steve takes balled up tissue and presses it to the corner of 
each eye, stands up, and then walks to Joyce's door. He can hear 
Billy knock on Hopper's at the same time he knocks on Joyce's. 


Joyce is frowning at her computer when Steve walks in. She's never 
been good with technology. One of Steve's favorite things about her 
is that she uses a typewriter for everything she can. 


"We've got a staff meeting in eight minutes," Steve says. 


She looks up at him with large, dark, tired eyes. Before the merger, 
she used to have wild hair. Now she wears it cut short and neat. 
Even though everything about her screams motherly, the plain 
sweater she's wearing would probably cost Steve a whole paycheck. 


Steve idolizes her. 
"Darling, are you alright?" She asks. She never misses anything. 
"Allergies." She frowns at the lie but leaves it be. 


Steve hands her the agenda. "What kind of cake did you get Alan for 
his birthday?" 


"Strawberry lemonade." Billy's going to have some comment. 


Joyce hesitates for a split-second, then says, "There will be an 
announcement at the meeting. It pertains to you. Come to my office 
straight after the meeting." Steve's stomach twists and Joyce must be 
able to see. "It's good news, darling." 


At the meeting, Steve sits with the rest of the staff instead of at 
Joyce's side. Billy sits right by Hopper's side. He doesn't touch the 
cake Steve puts in front of him. The only thing Steve's ever seen him 
snack on are those little peppermints Steve has yet to find a laxative 
that looks similar. 


Steve mingles with everyone. He asks Mike how Jane is liking being 
in a city (It's an adjustment), what Dustin decided to name his new 
dog (Dart), and if Will's boyfriend has proposed yet (not yet, but Will 
feels it coming). Nancy Wheeler from the cover design team waves 


Steve over. "I watched the documentary you recommended. The one 
about da Vinci on the History Channel." 


"Did you enjoy it?" 
"Yes! He did so many great things." 


"He makes me feel like the ultimate failure. I haven't invented 
anything yet." Nancy laughs, bright and loud. Steve gets a good look 
at her. He shocked when he sees how beautiful she is, dainty and 
gentle. There isn't a ring on her left hand. 


"Did you know that I'm leaving here?" 


Steve internally groans. Of course he finds someone cute and then 
they leave. "No. Where are you going?" 


"There's a new start up self-publishing platform. Joyce actually told 
me about it. Her son, Jonathan, needs someone to make it pretty. 
My last day is in a couple of weeks." Joyce has two sons - Jonathan 
and Will. Jonathan is Steve's age. Will is younger and just started at 
Newby & Hopper. He's exceptional when it comes to comics. 


Steve says, "Well, that's a shame," while looking intently at Nancy. 


Nancy lowers her eyes and says, "If you're ever looking for a 
collaborator on an invention, I'm available." 


Steve chuckles. "It'll be hard to think of something someone else 
hasn't invented. Have you seen those pillows that are shaped like 
loved ones for lonely people to cuddle with at night?" 


"Surely you don't need one of those, do you?" She asks. Her eyes are 
sparkling. She's an even better flirt than her mother. 


"Maybe," Steve whispers. 


Before Nancy can say anything, Joyce starts tapping her papers and 
Hopper clears his throat. Steve looks up to find Billy glaring at him. 
They make eye contact and then Billy pulls himself up. 


"We have an announcement about a restructure in the executive 


team," Joyce says. "A third executive position is being established - 
chief operating officer." 


Steve feels himself jolt and sees Billy do the same thing. 


"It will be a position below Joyce and myself. We want to formalize 
the position that oversees operations, leaving the CEOs free to focus 
on more strategic things," Hopper follows up. There is no hiding the 
way he looks at Billy when he says this. There's also no hiding the 
way Joyce looks at Steve, eyebrows raised intently. "It will be 
advertised tomorrow and open to both internal and external 
applicants." Joyce grabs her papers and leaves. Hopper stands, 
reaches over to grab another piece of cake, and then leaves. Billy 
follows. 


"Looks like you've got some work to do," Nancy says. Steve gulps, 
says faint goodbyes to the room, and then runs to Joyce's office. He 
bypasses the elevators and takes the stairs two at a time. 


"What's the reporting line?" He asks Joyce. He thinks he probably 
looks frantic. 


"You'd be Billy's boss." Joyce already knows what Steve is looking 
for. Steve might get a little wet at the idea of being Billy's boss. 
Joyce makes a face and then says, "That's why this may be a disaster. 
Either way, though, you deserve the job." 


"If Billy becomes my boss, I'd have to resign." Steve knows he 
probably sounds petty and childish, but the possibility of Billy 
having anymore power over him terrifies Steve. 


"An independent panel of recruitment consultants will be doing the 
interviews. You need to be prepared. Part of the interview is a 
presentation on the direction of N&H." 


"I need to get started on it." 


"Steven Harrington, chief operating officcer, Newby and Hopper. 
Sounds good, doesn't it?" Joyce's motherly smile is one that tugs at 
Steve's homesickness. "Go on, go get it." 


Steve leaves the room and opens his CV. As he starts updating it, he 


feels someone standing behind him. "That job is mine, Shortcake," 
Billy says. 


"Funny. That's what Joyce just told me," Steve answers. 


3. Three 


We're engaged in one of our childish games, which requires no words. 
Like everything we do, it's dreadfully immature. 


Even with the news of the new position, Steve can't shake off his 
feeling of homesickness enough to put work into his presentation. All 
he wants is to hear his mom's voice and see his dad's wrinkly face. 
Like usual, it takes a minute for them to get situated at the computer 
for Skype. 


"Dad, you need to get closer to mom so I can actually see you," Steve 
says. "Mom, can you angle the screen so I'm not staring up your 
nose?" Someday his parents are going to get it. 


It doesn't take long once his dad is in the frame for conversation to 
flow like Steve needs it to. Like there isn't so much distance in 
between them. 


"You're looking tired, honey," his mom remarks at the same time his 
dad says, "What's new, buddy?" 


Steve ignores his mom. Its easier that way. "Joyce and Hopper 
announced a new position opening. It's below them but above me. 
The applications are due in a couple weeks and then interviews are 
the week after." 


"And you're going to apply?" his mother asks. 

"Yes. It'll be another step up." 

"That's wonderful!" She says. His father doesn't say anything. Steve 
can clearly read his thoughts, though: "Now, you won't come home 


for even longer." 


"I think I have a strong chance. Joyce said she would have promoted 
me to it if she could have." 


His parents sit up straighter. They love a hard worker and Steve 


knows he's made them endlessly proud. 
"Is that Brian guy applying, too?" 


Steve laughs. "Yes, Billy is applying too. He's my real competition." 
Ever since Steve started complaining to them about Billy, his dad has 
refused to call him by his actual name. Steve knows his dad 
remembers it, he just wants to knock Billy down a peg. 


"You'll get the position, easy," his mother says confidently. "Se puoi 
sognarlo, puoi farlo." 


Steve rolls his eyes. "I'm sure Billy's dreaming about it, too." 


"No. A man like him expects the position to be his. He doesn't feel 
the need to dream about it," she replies. "I met so many men who 
expected they would automatically be better than me, but then I 
always got the position because I allowed myself to dream of it. I 
worked hard to accomplish my dreams. They do the minimum and 
expect the most." 


There's a need deep in Steve's gut to defend Billy. Steve sees how 
hard he works everyday. Despite his "I don't give a fuck," attitude, 
Billy seems to really care about the direction the company goes in. 


Steve changes the subject. "How are the Steve91 strawberries 
going?" 


"They came out hollow! Isn't that the craziest thing you ever heard?" 
His dad laughs. "We think we like the Steve90 variants better." 


Neither party was remotely happy about it. 


Steve's always been the type to have vivid dreams. Its a curse that's 
lead to vicious bouts of insomnia his whole life. 


That night he dreams of Billy. 


He's on his belly in his bed, Billy's front pressed as closely as possible 
to him. He can feel Billy's calloused but still soft hand, sliding 
around Steve's stomach and reaching down into his boxers. Billy's 
got his mouth on Steve's ear, whispering things like, "You're so good 
for me," and "Come on, baby, be still." 


Steve turns his head to look at Billy. He's got his cocky smirk on his 
face, eyes dark. There's sweat around his hairline. Steve arches his 
hips into Billy's and then reaches back to put his hand in Billy's curls. 
They're a little matted. 


Billy's finished exploring Steve, seeing what makes him tick and 
moan. He's stroking Steve, fast and dirty. Steve's toes curl. 


He wakes up with a gasp, toes unfurling. His boxers are wet and 
sticky. 


"What the fuck," he breathes out. 


Steve looks at the clock. Its too late for him to try to go back to 
sleep. 


There's this tight black leather jumpsuit he's never worn in his closet. 
Steve's feeling that today. 


Sell the units. High-five the team. Repeat. 


Steve's blotting his red lipstick when Billy walks into the office. He 
can see him trip over nothing out of the corner of his eye. 


There isn't a lack of confidence in Steve's body when it comes to his 
appearance. He's been told his whole life that he's handsome. 
Leather jumpsuits look good on anyone, especially Steve, and he 
knows it. The red lipstick is a nice touch. 


"Why are you dressed like that?" Billy asks. He cringes when he 
realizes how that came out. "Not that you can't wear whatever you 
want." 


Steve shrugs and grabs another napkin. This time he reapplies the 
lipstick and presses a heart shaped kiss to the napkin. 


One of the things Steve has discovered about Billy Hargrove is that 
he hates being ignored. 


"Does Harrington have a date?" he teases. 


Steve shrugs again. "I had this interesting dream last night," he says 
coyly. 

"Oh?" Billy sits in his chair and leans back, legs stretched straight 
out. He could play James Bond. "Wanna tell me about it? 


"There was a man in my bed," Steve whispers. He can hear Billy 
breathe out through his nose. 


"Tell me more." 


"I'm not sure this is the place for that conversation." The napkin with 
the lipstick kiss is placed on Billy's keyboard. 


"Don't tease, Harrington." Billy looks like he might lose it. Steve 
relents. 


"He was pressed up against my back, pushing me down into the bed 
so tightly I could hardly move." Somehow, they've gotten so close to 
each other Steve can feel Billy panting. He smells like mint and pine. 
Steve takes a step back. What was he thinking? Now he's half hard 
at work. 


Steve moving seems to snap Billy back. He shifts his hips and then 
sighs out. Steve looks down into Billy's lap and finds that he's got 
more of a problem than Steve does. "Who are you going on a date 
with?" 

"That's none of your concern." 


"Then tell me where you're going." 


"Brazos, right after work." 


Billy laughs. "Shortcake, isn't that funny. That's where I'm going for 
dinner tonight, too." 


"Guess I'll see you there." 


Books were, and always would be, something a little magic and something 
to respect. 


It takes Steve two hours before he thinks of Nancy. He's so lucky she 
hasn't the company yet. 


"I have some ideas for inventions, Nancy," he greets. 


"Do you now?" She replies. He can tell she already knows where this 
is going. 


"Would you like to discuss them? At Brazos after work?" 
"T'd love to." She's got a beautiful smile. 
"Its a date." 


One year on, you can still tell at a glance which company someone came 
from by his or her physical appearance. 


Both men are vibrating in their chairs by the time their shifts end. 
Steve doesn't think Billy will follow through on going to Brazos, that 
would be weird, but he gets up at the same time Steve does and 
enters the elevator with him. 


Before the elevator can reach the garage, Billy hits the emergency 
stop button. "Why are you still pretending you're going on a date?" 


"I'm not pretending," Steve pouts. 


"Let me drive you," Billy isn't really asking. He's getting closer to 
Steve, boxing him in. 


"No " 


Steve's got one inch on Billy, but it doesn't feel like it at the moment. 
Billy tilts his face in towards Steve. Gets real close. "I wasn't asking," 
he says, right into Steve's lips. 


And then they are kissing. 


Billy presses Steve into the elevator wall, sliding his hands up Steve's 
thigh and pulling them around Billy's own waist. Steve lets him. 


If Steve had to guess how Billy kisses, he would have said rough and 
all tongue and teeth. But that isn't how Billy's kissing him now. 
More like he's trying to prove a point. It's all finesse and like he has 
a plan. Steve can feel himself melting. 


Billy is the one who breaks away. He leans over and turns the 
emergency stop button off and while Steve is still dazed, lets go of 
Steve's leg and grabs his wrist instead. The elevator door opens and 
Steve lets himself be dragged to Billy's car. It's a shiny, white 
Corvette. Steve doesn't care enough about cars to know the model, 
but it does look sporty. Predictable. 


When he gets in the car, he learns that the seats are heated. Boujee. 


Billy's smirking the whole way to Brazos and Steve's thinking about 
how he's going to get out of the car and to Nancy without her seeing 
Billy. It doesn't end up being that hard though. He just runs as soon 
as Billy puts the door in park. 


"Hi," he says, as soon as he gets to Nancy. "Would you mind if I run 
to the bathroom for just a sec?" 


She smiles and shoos him off. 


He's just walked into the bathroom and to the mirror when the door 
is slammed open. "Nancy Wheeler?" Billy yells. "You're seriously 
here on a date?" 


Steve's a mix of frustrated, hurt, and angry. Billy played with him in 
the elevator and now he's mad that Steve's on a date. "Why is it so 
fucking hard for you to believe that someone might actually want to 
date me? That someone might actually like me? Just because you 
hate me, doesn't mean that everyone has to. God, you make me feel 
like such a piece of shit." 


Billy steps back like he's been slapped. "That's not-" 


"Fucking hell, Hargrove, just leave me alone," Steve interrupts. Steve 
wants to cry and that only makes him more frustrated. Billy keeps 
winning. 


After a long look a Steve, Billy leaves. When Steve goes back to 
Nancy, he can feel himself looking for him, but he doesn't see him. 


